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SCENE 1.— 4 Naad. 


Enter Fa8aXKLIN and SERvaNrtT. 


Frank. Go, once again have I got up among the 
Moumains of Wicklow. Ay, yonder is the very 
cabin where I ſupped my bread and milk, a little 
chubby-cheek'd younker. Oh! bar I'm every hour 
to expect Mr. Donnybrook, and his charming 
daughter from Dublin. William, remember you're 
not to drop my name to a ſoul here. 

Serv. Never fear, Sir. 

Frank, Well, return to the public-houſe wherewe 
ſtopp'd, open the Portmanteau, and lay out my 
famous dreſs! | , 

Serv. Dreſs! Oh! yes, yes, Sir. ſerit. 

Frank. This delightful country! now mine, 
thanks to the will of my crabbed Uncle. In the 
diſguiſe of the character I afſum'd fo ſucceſsfuliy 
at the maſquerade, Ill fee what they are all about 
here. I can make trial of Sullivan the poſt-maſter's 
honeſty, have a ſharp eye too on the old- companion 
of my childhood, Felix ; of whom I have heard 


ſuch dreadful ſtories. 2 my finding in Dublin 
. — ; 3 


the 
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the good old woman that nurs'd us both. My opu- 
jent family left her (and this young man, ſo long 
her only fe to indigence. This letter that ſhe 
gave me for him, might diſcover his reſources; but 
I've promis'd, ard he ſhall have it. When meta— 
morpbos'd, | may aiſo ſpeak to my lovely Helen, 
without her knowing who I am; and if 1 find her 
not as amiable as ſhe is beautiful, then farewell love! 
now for my diſguiſe, inflead of the young ſquire 
and lord of the manor, l'm an old, merry, jolly, 
lying, wicked, mumpping, travelling merchant. 
(Mimicks) „ Sleeve-buttone, ſhirt-buttons, ſeiſſars, 
* threads, rapes and needlu-, ſpectacles for all ages! 
do extend your charity to the poor old man!“ — 


yery well! bravo! bravo! [exit. 
SCENE II.— Ae Mountains. 
Rosa, Atti "g at the vor of her cabin, knitting, 
AI R, Ros. 


Here at her cabin door is Roſa ſitting, 
But oh! her thoughts in Dublin are with thee, 
Move filly Rogers, 1 muſt mind my knitting, 
Por ah! my Felix will not think of me; 
That does he, ſays my heart in double beating, 
Now blythe from hill to hill he bounds along, 
Pow ſweet is abſence that can bring ſuch meeting, 
Beat, beat, my boſom, to my cheerful ſong ; 
Ny. fly, refreſhing gales! ah! gently by me, 
| In paſſing, ſoftly whiſper who is come; 
No nes of him 1 love, oh! ne'er come nigh me, 
—Y Sing. ſing, ye pretty birds, his N home. 
- Emer BII HY O Roux, eating Fruit. 


a Billy. Will you eat ſome Fraughans, Roſa, child? 
' Rojo. Billy, you have been rambling over the 
mountains, when you ſhould be teaching the chil- 
'Yren at Ms, Sufltraa's ſchool; you're u ptetty uſher. 
r F £20 Billy, 


w-# # 


Billy. 
when 5 

Roja. 
time, 
22 

Billy 
ruffle c 
you, d 
thirt? 
wrong 
down 
Chape 
that 
Wick! 


R, Tae LAD or THe HILLS. 7 


ly opu- Billy. And you finging here, like a lazy ſparrow, 
ſo long when you ſhould mind your buſineſs. 
bat ſhe Roſa. Well, now Billy, don't fay I waſte my 
es; but time, — ſee what I've been doing, (takes a fhirt from 
meta- Laster) there! | 
Helen, Billy. My new ſhirt Fniſhed! why you've put a 
nd her raftle on it! wo ruffles! (joyful) then, bleilings on 
love! you, do you want to make me a man in a ruffled 
{quireſſ fhirt? a ruffle on my right hand, and a ruffle on my 
. jolly, wrong - no, my left hand, and a great long ruffle 
rchant. down my neck !—next Sunday I ſhall ſtrut into 
viſfars, Chapel, like a white gilled Turkey-cock.-No man 
| apes! that ever fold Goats milk on the Mountains of 
an- Wicklow, was—you talk of Felix! pſha! I am— 
(exit. [ ſnaps his fingers and ſiruts, 


AIR, BiLLy. 


Some run after the Buck and Doe; 


8. Some a Fox will ſet galloping, 

Some will chaſe a Hare puſſey - ſo, 

Chevy their Horſes ſides walloping; 
thes Gentlemen guzzle np Claret wine, 
Se of Ale in the throat will run ripple down, 
, Ladies tea-talk like a Parrot fine, 
= O! my Goats milk is the tipple down. 
Vo Step out, beſt leg, and cry, come, body, 
* When I look ſmart, give me joy tor it, 
. Genteels ſhall find that I'm ſomebody. 
© Billy O'Ronrke is the boy for it. Hoop. 
| My Goat he's ſond of ſkipping high, | 
me. ll Dance he ſhall at the Hay-marker, _ 
e My Kid (ings fo top-tipping- hy N J 
Not ma! ma! ſweetly as they Lark it; | 7 * 

Ditches, a good nag brings us over, 4 13 
11d? Dogs through all troubles will follow man, _ 13 
r thefl © If long beards make a philoſopher, | | 7 
chi-] Then is my Goat a wife Solomon. | | | : 
her. | 5 Step out, belt leg, &c. 8 =” 
BF | + Rufflles _ i 
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Ruffles ſhall over my knuckles dab, 
Blue ſilk waiſteoat ll dreſs in too, 
Sullivan's white powdered wig l' nab, 
And take of compliment leſſons, two ; | 
| Step ont, beſt leg, and cry, come, body, 
When I look &nart, give me joy for it, 
Genteels {hall find that I'm ſomebody, 


Billy O'Rourke is the boy for i. I hoop, 


Step out, beſt leg, &c, 


Enter FRANKLIN, in i diſguiſe, 
Fran. Ha! I'm glad to ſee the boys and girls 


ſo ſweet to one another. And my honey, were you 
ſinging a ſong for her? the very birds in the air, 
fer you that gay example—look among the hens 
and chickens, ſee that tight, ſmart cockerel, how 
he chaunts and crows round the little pullets. 

[in a feigned So ce. 

Billy. What do you chatter to me about cocks 
and hens, you beggarly looking thief ? Who are 
you with the devil to you ? 

Roja. Oh thame! Billy, you're always abuſing 
every body, 

Frank, Let him alone, honey, the poor muſt 
bear and forbear, I'll rell you who I was, for [ 
have had my day. | 
.* Billy. So have I. 

Frank. Ay, every Dog has his day. 

' Billy. What do'you fell ? ſpeak this inſtant. 
[ fakes Him. 

Frank. Oh ! why do you ſhake one about, as it I 
was a bag of cockles ? ' 

Roſa, You've got ſuch a croſs way, Billy, by 

vol. 


crowing over the little boys in Mr. Sullivan's fch 
But you're not an uſher here. 


Billy. (Ironically) Oh! miſs ſweei-lips,-pretty 
roſe-bud! (bows) whai do you ſell if you, pleaſe, 
Sir; £2: 8 WS, 
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Frank. Oh Sir! (bows ironically) decent ſleeve- 
muitons, and handſome ſpe tacles for all ages,— 
omely pins and needles, and well behaved threads 
and rapes. When can't fell, I beg.—So either in 
harity or fair dealing, Pve always the beſt of the 
Dargalmn,. 

Billy. Bargain! I'm your cuſtomer. TI buy a 
nir of fleeve-butrons for my new ruffled ſhirt, 
ales it) Oh! how nite you've marked it! as if 
-on'd pick'd out the letters from your very fampler, 
and Rack them on, now for the W. O. R. eh! 
vhat! F—0—fof! 

Rofa. To be ſure ; it's for Felix. | 

Billy. Ruffing tſhirts for Felix! that's pretty be- 
haviour. | [walks in a þ\i ſion, 

Roſa. Don't be angry Billy. Betides his kindneſs 
to me, Felix is good natur'd to every body. Ke is 
generous to all that's in want or ſickneſs. 

Frank. My companion ſuch an excellent charac- 
ter! this is not what Pve been led to believe. [aſide. 

Roa. Then Billy, Felix is ſo handſome, and here 
he 15. 

Billy. Here he is, and he is not ſo handſome. 

Frank. Ah! I remember the boyiſh features, but 
exceeding well grown up. [afice, 


Enter FEL1x, 


Billy. You're not as handiome as mel Felix. 
[V ruis up to Am. 
Roa. Felix! why, I believe you've been to Dub- 
lin? | 11 | 
Felix. I have my ſweet Roſa, and have brought 
you a ſilver thimble; and here, Billy, is a red ſilk 
handkerchief for Sunday. 
Roſa I thank you Felix, but I can't agcept it. 
Billy. Thank ye, Felix, but I can't accept it, (ties 
it in a great bow round his neck) | thank ve, Felix, 


but indeed I cannot accept it! {adyeroufly) there, 


that's 
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that's Felix's way, he's always making preſen's to 
the folks, a buſy cur! now I never make preſents ty 
any body. | 

Roja, Do not be offended, but I muſt not take any 
thing from you, till I firſt know how you get the 
money to buy it? 

Bl. Felix, I don't want to affront yon, but! 
believe you're a robber ! 

Frank. How! oh! this may be the malice of 
ruſtic jealouſy ; {e@/ide) but, young gentleman, your 
generoſity hurts the poor man tha: wants to live by 
turning the penny. | 

Fel x Oh! Vil not do miſchief either. 
bave vou gor ? 1 Flooks. 
Bi. He's got fine ſpectacles I wiſh I had a 

air to make a preſent to my maſter, Mr. Sullivan, 
it would fave me many lags by the ear. Felix, 
dam'me, Il] buy « pair, if you'l! pay for them? 

Felix, Ha, ha, ha! with ail my heart. Here 
then, [ gives em to Billy, and money to Franklin. 
_ Roſa, Felix you've given him two half crowns. 
Why, you might have bought 'em for ſizpence: 
Ah! light come, light go. | 
I tz. Ay, what's got over the devil's back, is 

Tank Oh fie! don't blame the lad, for helping 
honeſt induftry. | 

Ro/a. Cerrainly it's very good in him ſo far; but 
his having ſo much money is the talk of every foul 
in Croghan. 

B., You pulled ot, the laſt time you came from 
Dublin, four guineas, wo half guineas, fix crown 
pieces, three bright farthings, and a bundle of fix- 
pences. You go from home here without a penny 
in your pocket—you fland behind a windinill on 
Red-erols-hill, and vou rob the gentlemen and 
ladies, as they paſs in their coaches. Look nov, 
there's a coach coming over the common yonder, fee 
how Felix watches ir, juſt as a cat would a wr 
F Frank. 
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Frank, Then, but for us, he'd be at his trade. 

| [apart. 

B.llx. He's groping for his piftol. | 

HE. [noije and fhrieks without. 

Flix. Thoſe horſes are running with the coach 
down the hill. [exit. 

Billy. There's a lady within—ſhe's in a bleſſed 
way? 

Frank, Heavens! it's my Helen and her wy 

ſlexit. 

Roſa. Why don't you go and aſſiſt in ſtopping 
the horſes, Billy? 1 

Billy. Lord, if ever 1 ſaw ſuch ſpiritgd nags! 
there they kick and jump. The coach will have an 
immenſe tumble down the quarry. Talk of horfes 
and carriages. Nothing like a man's 0:vn handfome 
leg. a [walks ridiculou/ly. 

Ro/a. There! Felix has caught hold of the bridle 
of the firſt horſe. 

Billy. See how he rears, and pulls him up in the 
air! hoo! Chee If I wasn't ſure Mr. Sullivan 
didn't want me to open ſchool, I'd join in the fun. 
But let old Sullivan go to the devil, I will divert 
my ſelſ. | 


Enter SULLIVAN. 


Sull, Oh, ho! you're here. x 
[rakes him by the ear and lads Him off. 


Raſu. The gentlefolks are ſaſe; thanks to ꝛay 
brave Felix. * 3 


Re-enter FELIX. 


Oh, my Felix! how good you are! KI 

Felix. It's very wrong the ladies not getting out, 
and walking down that hill. f 
Roſa. They're not hurt, I hope. 
GE 3 on 


/ Felix. 
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Felix. Oh! no, no harm, but what the coach 
maker can repair. But my dear Roſa, I'm exceedingly 
hurt by your ſuſpicions, | 

Roſa, Well, now nobody is bye, do tell me how 
you get your money ? | 

Felix. The time will come; and very ſoon, when 
you ſhall know how I have a guinea, * other peo- 


ple's ſhilling ; but while I put it to a good purpoſe, 


don't think ill of me.—I think I may truſt Roſa. 
(aſide Come my love, look pleaſant I' call upon 
you ra-night, and then, perhaps I may tell you. 
Roja. | ſhall expect you to ſupper. Bur, dear 
Felix, let me know no more than you think proper, 


Dutt—FtLt1x, Ross. 


Bath. Ah! deareſt love, will you ever love me ? 
Treafſut'd in vi'lets are ſweets for the bee; 
Is the morning ſun-beam cheering, ah ? 
Is the Lark's firft note worth hearing, ah? 
Is the dew-drop clear ? 
Call'd the fnow-drop's tear ? 
Setting ſun do ploughmen joy to lee ; 
Felix. Does Roſa then doat on her own grama- 


chree ? 

Roſa. Does Felix then doat on his own gratr.a- 
chree ? 3. 

Felix. My deareſt, 


| ty deareſt : 
Roſa. Say oh! will you love me ? f 
Felix. Do ſweet flowers open to the morning ray 2 
' You are my ſweet flower; 
Roſa. You are the dawn above me, 
Felix. Adieu my deareſt Roſa! 
Roſa. Adieu my deareſt Felix! | 
Bath, Oh! may our hours in love ſerenely glide 
away, 
[exeunt ſeparately. 
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SCENE I!!— Sulliver's Hoſe. 
Enter SULLivan. | 
Full. And you mult be courting Roſa, and be 
damn'd to you ? 
Billy. Yes, I muſt—and the horſes were ſo rufty. 


Sull. I thought Billy, I was poſt-maſter in this 


here town of Arklow, and ſchool-maſter, and that 
my ſchoot was the chape!, and I was owner of three 
herring- boats. | | 

Billy. Well, and a'n't you ? 

$z{t. Then as you are my uſher, never ſtand be- 
fore me with a hat upon your cangrona, (ſnatches 
2 F his hat, Billy picks it up and wipes it on Sullivan's 
eat) and never ipeak ro me without ſaying, Sir! 

Billy. Lord, I cou'2n't remember that. It would 
hurt my imellects. 

Full. What you ſpalpeen cur! mind you ſet 
matter Fogerty a copy. 

Billy. For your cruſtineſs, Felix's ſpectacles never 
rides upon your bandy noſe. [afede. 

Sell. What, are you talking about my noſe ? 

Billy. I was only ſaying I wanted a quill for a 
new pen: | 

Sull. You want à qui!l! and pray what do you 
think the old gander is marching about the door 
for d'ye hear? write Maſter Pat. Mulvany's mul- 
tiplication table, on his wew theet of brown paper; 
and tell Maſter Shamos Meguiggin, that Il whip 
him for drawing dogs and foxes on his new late; 
that is, if his daddy, Mr. Meguiggin. don't ſend me 
that ſheaf of barley lie promis'd me. Haut, without. 

Billy. There's the boys making a hullaballov at 
the ſchool door. | 

Sull. And why don't you go and open it, you 
whelp ? | | 

B ly. (Takes down laſh, ſlates, books, rules, fc. from 
4 f Oh! if every 1 em doesn't give = 

13 
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his morning's bread and butter, how my cat will 
whiſk her nine tails about their legs! 
Sull. How do you mean, honey? 
Buh. Why, dam'me, fo. 
[whips his legs and runs off. 
Sul! Oh! you curfed hound! eh! 'Squire Donny- 
brook! 


Enter Do x x YnROOR, and two Foortwe x. 


Don. Come, put down my coat there, I have done 
with Jace for ſome time. Ah! Mr. Sullivan, I pre- 
ſume. Well, my friend Sir Richard, told you 1 
ſuppoſe, of my coming down, or rather coming up 
here, and that I'll lodge with you. | 

Sull. Oh! Mr. Donnybrook! then it was your 
coach that was overturned juſt now? well, Sir, vau 
ſhall have a glaſs of Claret, and in our lrith way, 
4 won't aſk you whether you will, or no. 

Don. No— I- prefer a little of your Wicklowy 
Ale. 
Sull. And that you ſhall have—here, Billy. 


FTE, Enter B1LLYy. 
Billy. May be you want me. 
Sul. And where's your Sir? and where's your 
bow? (Billy bows) arragh boy ! don't kick up your 
leg in that manner. Suppoſe Mafter Mc. Fogerty 
was behind you, what a devil of a kick you'd give 
him in the ſhin. 
Billy. Sir, will you ſit down? 
Don. Thank ye. | | 
Sull. Then, how dare you aſk even the Pope, to 
fit in my ſchool elbo chair, and be damn'd ro you. 
Billy. Oh! very well, pray Sir, fit on this tool. 
| [takes the chair from him. 


[plates a chair. 


Don. What's this; W N 
dull. Squire, don't think me unmannerly, you're 
welcome to my great chair, if it was made of pold 
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and ivory; but my uſher and my boys, muſt believe 
I'm the greateſt bird in the buſh. (apart Billy, boy, 
from your behaviour, I'm ſure the gentleman 
cou'dn't tell what I am. 888 5 


AIR, Svurnrivas. 


Pray look on me Sir, and then gueſs my vocation, 
Im ſchool- maſter here, and | teach the young boys; 

I ſquat in my chair, and ſuch curst botherarion, 
Enough for to deafen a drum with their noiſe: 

This lad you fee here—you've a hole in your 


ſtocking ! | | [apart, 

Why Sir, he's my uſher—pho Bill, where's your 
bow? 

How neatly he ſtands— wich your elbows out- 

cocking ! [ apart. 


What a mannecly child to kick up like a cow: 
Then Sir, he can write, 
Your ſoul he'd delight, 
Wich his A, B. C. D, 
And his D, E, F, G, 
And hi: 1. lal, lal, de, ral, &c. 


My boys bring me corn, when theirdaddiesare reaping, 
"They cypher fo famouſly all on their late 
I lock up their books, juſt to teach them book: keeping, 
Tho' ſhut now his mouth; Sir, that cur's full of 
prate : 
In ſhort of my youths, I'm a noble commander, 
Fine horſes [ make out of young ragged colts ; 
Cy Sunday before em, 1 walk like a gander, 
and they all hop after, like gay turkey polts: 
Then Sir, they can write, 
Your foul they'd delight, 
Wich their A, B. C, D, 
And their D. E, F, G. 
Aud their fal, lal, lal, de, ral, &c. 


— [exeunt Sullivan and Billy. 
B 2 Don. 
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Don. Why does my danghter fit in the conch ? 

Foot. Sir, miſs Belen's woman was ſo frighten'd 
at the danger, that the fell quite ill upon it, and my 
lady obſerving a ſmart looking girl at a cotrage-door 
as we paſſed thro' the village, thought ſhe mighr 
hire her a little, and ſo has walked back to have 
ſome talk with the girl herſelf. 

Don. Well, do you fee, your lady, my wife ; ſent 
me up to the monntains in ſtate; but now 11 
unſtate myſelf for one month at leaſt. There now, 
my ro ſinecure ſootmen, rake yourſelves and my 
fine gingerbread coach back z gain to Merrinn- 
&-yare. come hither for ſport, that I'll have in 
ſhooting grouſe. My daughter, miſs Helen Don- 
nvbrouk, comes here for health, that ſhe'll quaff up 
in fine air, and Goats milk; fo begone hack to 
Dublin, you ſuperfine gaudy raſcals; march, trip, 
{kip, hop, bounce ! 

Foot. Ah! maſter breaks out now he hasn't my 
lady to controul him (afide) [exit, 
Re-enter SULLIVAN, calling off. 


Full. Come Billy, bring it in. Squire, you have 


rulticated yourſeli into a country Fox. 

Don. Time and ſeaſon. In town 1 was gay; 1 
rauled, {wore, guzzled and gambled ; but here I'm 
rural, ſimple and ſerene. 

Enter BI LV, with. a mu 

Rilſy. Sir, J juſt now handed mils, your beautiful 
daughter, out of the coach. I hope I wasn't 199 
bd. What a ſhabby figure I muſt have cut; (afide } 
prey, Squire, what do you do with your old clothes, 

thar you throw off ? ling at them. 

Don. Why, I give 'em to my man. 

Billy. Your honor's welcome to Arklow; (drinks) 
. maſter, here's long life to you. 

Sull. Then the deril fy away with your manners! 

Don. You ſhou'd have firſt taught him a few ; 
on come, dont be cow ego! wn, Billy y, my man. 

4 Billy. 


B 
cho 5 
ane 


\s 
wo 
nai! 
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B. Oh! I'm his man; thank ye Sir! theſe od 
clothes | thall bs obluged to wear. Squire if you let 
me terve mit; with Goars milk, ſhe ſhall have a 
paie of it under the window every morning, betore 
che crow can ſhake his ears. 

Fall. But, Billy, we ihould warn Mr. Donnybrook 
againſt Feliz. 

Billy. Right; Sir, never go ſhooting on the hills, 
wirbt tabipg a guu with you. 

Der F hy, ic's what | generally do, 

Fall. My * 4 

tz. Felix is, J ſuppoſe, that travelling pedlar, 
11. Mt carne th alliſt us, when we broke down. 

Ally. Oh! Sir, no; Felix is a ſaucy boy, "0 
cintets my-Roſa , but he's very ugly, isn't he maſter ? 

ll * Yes 3; 3 a deformed man, Then Felix is 
{ en. My i! 

Billy He wandt put one fuot before another to 
obige a lis ing ſoul. 

. And if he mgets you on a common, he 
wor'dnt mind kn xking your head again a ſtone 
ul. 

Don. Then yon ſhou'dn't encloſe the commons. 

Billy. And! unn annerly. that if you'd rake 
off vour har, and fay © how do yau da Mr. Felix?“ 
hy i by you, like the ſtump of a pig geon- 
bart 

23, So, on n fam up, this Felix is a ſaucy, rude, 
* eforined, uncivil ſtump of a poſt? I'm a 
magilirars, he. fran't Ray here to frighten me, 
when Um running over the ſweet, Meaning heaths ; 3 
In wag{port nim! the inſerns] raſca!! ecod! you've 
$:ed me to, chat if he comes in my way 


Enter Fel.nx. 


ah! my 3 worthy lad! (ates hands) I'm. very 


glad to ſee your, ] long d to make ſome acknou ledge- 


ment and return you my hearty thanks. | 
B Felix, 


- 
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Felix. Sir, the pleaſure of aſſiſting any that ſtand 
in need of it, is to me a ſufficient recompenle. 

Sull. Billy, I'm amaz'd! | 
Billy. Sir, I'm aſtonifh'd ! 

Sull. Felix, Icharge you before'Squire Donnybrook, 


as a common 2 footpaddy. 


Don. Then, this is the lad you've been abuſing ſo? 
Billy. Sir, he's a robber. 

Don. He can't, he ſaved my life, my daughter, 
and my four coach horſes ! 

Sull. Sir, he wears the beſt of clothes. 

Billy. And a ruffled ſhirt, ſo he muſt be a rogue. — 
I wiſh l had ruffles to my ſhirt, - damn him how fine 
he looks ! [afide. 

Sul. Felix, you either rob, or have fold yourſelf 
to the devil for your gold. 

Felix. Neither. 

Sull, Why you do more good in the village, than 
all of us put together, ſo you muſt be a bad man,— 
then vou're always going to Dublin, and coming 
back, and what for? | 

Billy. And people ſends him letters, now nobody 
ſends me letters, tho' Pm an O'Rourke. 

Sull. Well thought on —as I'm poſt-maſter, and 
all the letters comes thro' my hands, I'll open yours, 
and find how you get the money. 

Felix. Open my letters! then all is blown indeed. 
The boy is now on the road with the Arklow mail. 
(afiae.) ſexit haſtily. 

Sull There! he cou'dn't ſtand the charge, but has 
run away with himſelf. 

Den. Then, by the time this Felix does good 
enough to be canonized for a ſaint, he'll be quite a 
devil among you all. But am Ito have no ſupper here? 


ſhew you ſuch big round flocks of Grouſe. I wiſh 1 
could get ſome for a preſent to Roſa ; (aſide) beſides, 
Sir, I ſhoot a little myſelf; you ſhall fee how I'l 


Billy. Suppoſe Sir, you go and ſhoot a little; I'll | 
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ck one eye, and wink the other. Hey! they're 
p! whiz! [points and outs. 
Sull. Pray Billy, turn your muzzle another way. 


Tu —Dox. SuLL. BILLY. 


Don. A life of town ſaſhion is all a mere folly, 
Grimace, aſfe ation, norfriendſhip, nor truth, 
High up among green hills in altitude jolly, 
Ve rove on the tip toe of pleaſure ; 
The bees in great cities, {or drones buz and cluſter, 
Why blaſt in ſmoak'd dungeons, our roſy 
cheek'd youth; 
To freedom and nature, dull mortals, be juſter, 
O'er mountains our limits come meaſure. . 
Full. A balket of Turf, go bring in my brave Billy, 
[ love a good fire to comfort my noſe, 
A bowl of Colcannon, oghone! is the lilly, 
And let a big Turkey be roaſted. 
Billy. Vil bring von of Whutkey a plemiful mether, 
And Sir, I'll remember a pitcher of Booze, 
Then round your fquare table we'll ſit down 
together. 
And all the fine girls ſhall be toaſted. 


[exeurt. 


SCENE IV.-—T/e Mountains, Roſa's Cabin, 


Enter FRANKLIN, in lus diſguiſe. 
Frank. This claſh of contradictory reports. They 


allo Felix is their univerſal benefactor, yet all agree 
that he muſt ger his money by improper means. Eh! 


he's here, running out of town this late hour, is 


ſuſpicions, if, as that clown ſaid, his buſineſs ſhould 


be to collect from traveller . [retires, 


Enter Fr ix. 


Felix. Ves, here the poſt-boy muſt paſs; if there 
is a letter ſor me in the bag, hie may for a little caſn, 


give 


” — G 
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give it me and keep ſecret, ſo prevent Snllivan dif, 
covering my hidden precious reſource. A pity my 
nurſe was from home, when I call'd there yetterday, 
ſhe'll be diftreſs'd, and perhaps may write this very 
poſt, enough, to ler any reader know the means, by 
which have relieved her, (ſees Franklin) Isn't that 
the facerious pedlar ? 

Frank. (Afide) He ſees me, (aawances,) tol, lol, lol, 
(ings) then Heaven bleſs you my good young man, 

Felix. The fame to you. [boy's horn ⁊nitfiout. 

Frank. The polt-boy — 

Felix. Yes, with the Dublin Letters for Arklow,— 
I—I—want to ſpeak to him. 

Frank, Sure he won't rob the mail! yet fo com- 
municative of his villainy ! [afide. 

Feliz, | think he has a letter for me, that I would 


- Not with ſhould fall into the poſt-maſter's hands. 


Frank. Then it's only a letter for himſelf he wants 
out of it, I think, 1 hope he is flandered. {afide.) 
From a girl, eh! ah! ah! 85 | . 

Felix Hz, ha, hal no faith, it's from my old 


nurſe, that lives in Dublin. 


Frank. Indeed !--how fortunate! [afede. 
Felix. To get that from the boy, would make me 
the ha ppieſt fellow in the world. [half afide. 


Frank. If your mind is really good, now for 3 
ſevere trial. (afide.) [exit unperceived. 
Feli>. Shall I aſk the boy or no? upon conſide- 


ration Pd better not, he might refufe, and I get vex'd, 


2383 he'd run into town comploining; then Sul- 
iv 


an wond have a handle for his i!! will to me. Nq, 


if there's a letter, Pll leave it to chance. Eh! I'm 


before Roſa's Cabin; well thought on, I am to be 


with her; (Horn) how ſweet that ſound, this tran- 


quil evening, over the hills; but harſh to the voice 


of love and Roſa. 


AI R, 


Fel. 
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AIR, Flix. 


The horn ſhrill, mellow, loud and clear, 
May call to chace a fearful deer, 
How poor the hunter's pride; 
The trumpet-puffs in boaſting ſtrain, 
To fight, and o'er the verdant plain, 
M,uſt flow a crimfon tide. 
The poſt-boy's horn, hark] muſic rare! 
Now fkims the lake, now fills the dell, 
Or fink, or float, upon the air, 
Or dying pant, or nobly ſwell ; 
His eager ſports, let death proclaim, 
To camp and foreſt round ; 
The lover hears the voice of fame, 
When flutes melodious found. 
At rural feaſts, the maſter's ſKill, 
The pipe can warble make at will, 
To join the dulcet voice 
Blind a" fit in tuneful ſtate, 
Thy harp, oh! ſweetly modulate, 
You charm and we rejoice. 
The poſt-boy's horn, hark! muſic rare! 
Now ſkims the lake, now fills the dell, 
Or fink, or float, upon the air, 
Or dying pant, or nobly ſwell ; 
Horn, harp, pipe, trumpet, loud proclaim, 
Fight, dance, or ſong around; 
The lover hears the voice of fame, 
When flutes melodious ſound. 


Re-enter FRA& KLR. 


Felix. Ha! my merry, honeſt fellow here again! 

Frank. Young man, the money you generouſly 
gave me this morning, for my ſpectacles, was four 
un! ſixpence over the price, that buys me a Jolly 
fk of merchandize, and makes me happy; you 
f1id, the letter you expected, would make you. ſo. 
there it is. [gives it. 


Felix. 
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Felix. S$'death ! you hav'n't fore d it from the boy? 
Frank. Alk no queſtions, you have it, and de 
happy. (exit ſinging, 

Feli c. This is a very dangerous act of kindneſs; 
why, there's no poſi-mark ! ſhe muſt have ſent it in 
a cover. Then my new venturous friend has torn it 
off to prevent detefiion. Plague on't I wiſh he 
hadn't been ſo buſy. However, ſince I have got it, 
I may as well fee, what ſays my good old woman. 

Enter BilLv, with birds in a net. 

Billy. Oh! they'il catch the robber, ecod, I've left 
Mr. PDonnybrovk to grope his way home as he can. 
Pho! ler him lay down on the top of the hill, and 
rell into the rown at the bottom of it, he, he, he! 
Poe got all his birds, he has had the ſport, but [| have 
the game; Roſa ſhall broil all theſe fat Grouſes ſor 
her and my ſupper. (going, ſees Felix) What, Felix! 
Arkiow and the whole country is up, do you know 
any thing about it ? 

Felix. About what ? 

Billy, Why the mail is robb'd. 

Fel &. Ba! then he did force it from the boy. 
Is he in the habit of doing theſe things, or was it 
the impulſe of the moment, to ſerve me ? I obſerv'd 
his activity in endeavouring to aſſiſt the people, when 
the coach. broke dowo, fo I'll think the beſt of him. 
(aide) But Billy, ſure there's only one letter taken, 
and to- thar, I'll ſooner— than have a noiſe -I my- 
felt will pay the poſtage—-out—of my own pocket, 
(confuſed) and then there's no harm done. 

Billy. You'll ray the poſtage! why, what is it to 
you? and how came you to know how many lerfers 
were taken? no harm done! Mr. Sullivan ſays 
they're al ways gibbered upon the ſpor where the fad 
is committed, hung up in chains, as a warning to 
the Crows, and the Sheep, and the Sea-gulls. 

Felix. Wretched man! why would he do this? 


[de, and much agitated, 
Billy, 
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he boy? | 
and * Billy. What's the matter with Felix ? he was 
 hnging ſpreading a letter juſt now, eh! how ! bleſs my head! 
nanels; he ſaid there was but one letter taken; oh, ho! then 
ent it in he ſecret's out, (whiſtles) this is how Felix gets his 
; torn it money. (afde} Felix, upon the very ſpot where we 
viſh henow ſtand, what a terrible fine place for a gibbet. 
got it Felix. I'm faint, and tremble. [afede, 
' £1. Why your face is as white as a Goat's 


oman. A, 

| 2 elboiv ; here's Mr. Sullivan and the whole poli, 
I've le ſcotning to look for rhe robber. Ah Felix! I wasr'r 
he can. (quite out, when I faid you hid behind the windmil}; 


ill, and ro rob the gentlefolks. 

he, hel Felix, (Alarmed) Me! am I ſuſpedſed of this? 

t Hharel Bib. On! mb, you're not ſuſpeRted, —pretty well 

iſes for known, —I'H go in and tell Roſa, that winds him up 

| Felix wich her, ſhe's fo honeſt. [goes into Hie. 

u know Felix. The poor fello1y wou'dn't have committed 

this action but for me; the crime is all mine: unlefs 
| give him up, a ſhamefu! death muſt be mw doom. 
How to eſcape? Roſa is beloved of all, if the con- 

ie boy. Jceals me, they'll not force their way into her cabin. 

„ Roſa! Roſa! [ Roſa appears at a ET {ons, 

Ro ſa. Who's there? | 


was it 


* Felix. My love, open the door, quick, quick, and 
f him you fave my life, | 

taken! Roe. Felix, as long as I could, my affection for 
= | my- you, repel'd every thought to Four prejudice ; 
pocket, whilft all were in full certainty of your diſhoneſty. 


love whiſpered. © Roſa, only doubt it,” but this lait 
ation—Velix I muſt ſpeak to you no more, and if 
poſſihle forget you. 

Felix My life is in your hands, won't you pre- 


is it to 
 Terrers 
n ſays 


he fal ſerve it? ſave me my dear, my only love. [kneels. 
Billy. ( At the windaw) get away, we know nothing 

about you. . 

he's Felix, Thea this is. the cauſe, treacherous Roſa ! 

pitated, LS. l iſe i, 


Billy. 


Ing to 


B ill; 
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Billy. Come don't you abuſe the girls, with your 

impudent robberies. | 
Felix. Then life is not worth preſerving. 

[leans againſt a tres 

Billy. Here they come to take him; ecod I'll have 

the reward; my beautiful Felix, if you a:tempr u 

run away, I'll ſhoot you flying. [retire 


Enter SuLLIvan and Repmond O'Hanion, 


Red. When | queſtion'd the boy, he ſaid tb. 
fellow was muft'd, and he cou'dn't {wear to him. 
Sull. Redmond, I know Felix did this, by bi 
running out of my houſe, when I talk'd about b. 
letter. ; | 
Enter DonnyBRoOOE, gropfinp. 


Don. Damn it, I'm quite aſtray, how ſhall 1 g 
home ? 

Sul. Juſtice Donnybrook ! Sir, the mail is robb'd! 

Don. Ay, vou're a pretty parcel of pickpockets; 
that curſed fellyw pretended to be my guide, led 
about and about, then ran away with my birds. 


Enter BILL, haſtily from houſe. 


Billy. Mafter, I faw a letter. 
Don. Oh! you poaching villain, where's my game 
[collars him 

Billy. Lord, Sir, none of your game now, we've 
other fiſh to fry, a'n't ve going to law? Maſter, l 
juſt this moment ſaw Felix reading a letter that h 
took from the Mail. 

Sull. You ſaw him! then Billy honey, you wer 
the man that was ſeen with him, 

Don. You're an accomplice. 

R ly. Me! I wasn't within ten miles of him. 

Red. I know who it was. 

Don. There, I knew it wasn't Felix, an honeſt 
e''ow, didn't he fave me? tender hearted fellow ! 
didn't he ſave my daughter? a brave fellow ! did 
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e in the danger, put Helen's little la p- dog in his coat 
zocker ? 
| Billy. Pocketted a dog too; aye, he can afford to 
ay the tax. 
iS — F Red The begging pedlar was Felix's conſederate. 
Felix. (Advarcing) I had no confederate, the 
crime was all my own. 

Don. Indeed! is it poſſible I cou'd be ſo deceiv'd 
LON, in this young man | but „hat a fooliſh knave to own 
ſaid 1thel$1t- (fide) Now Bob, I think this lad is innocent, 
o him I becauſe, ſuppoling 1 was guilty, I'd be hang'd if I'd 

confeſs it. | 5 
bout bil S. Well, as he has conſeſs'd it, he'll be hang'd. 
Don. Felix muſt be lock'd up in the Chapel to 


on, 


vith Your | 


tem Pt 10 
[retires 


night, and tomorrow [I'll convey him under a ſtrong 


guard. to Wicklow jail. 
4 Su!l. Billy, boy, fetch away the childrens copy 
books, or Felix will be ſtealing the paper, to write 
rob d petitions to the Lord Lieutenant. 


pockets; A | 
led m Quartett Sul. Don. Rev. Ferix. 
ds. S. Felix you have robb'd the mail, 


Don. Ant thus I ſpeak the law's decręe; 
Hall. Honey you touſt go to ail, 
And hang upon a tee. 


game Felix. Uſhal make no reſiſtance, 

ars Him With hope lot, 1S exiſtence. 

„ we've K.. ar windoro, Ah! how cruel to my jewel, 

after, 1 Love, | have uſed thee to ill. 

that H Chorus,—obeiix you have robb'd the mail, &c. 


bella. Like the glorious fun is death, 
Which we cannot bear to look on ; 
Come, and yet my lateſt breath, 
Shall bleſſings call on Rofa. 
Billy. Strike a light, gay and bright, 
Roſa, broi! our little grouly 
Felix ſwing, oh! I'll fing, | 
Rofa then {halt be my ffouly. 
G Foſa. 


u were f 
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Roa. When worth thus from the world departs, 
ur prayers to Heaven aſcend; 
And tears and ſighs from grateful hearts, 
Thy fleeting ſoul attend. 
Oiorus.— W hen worth thus from, &. 


dull. We'll lock you up in the Chapel all night, 
To-morrow to priſon as ſoon as light. 
Felix. Come then away, farewell! in 
| ſtories tell, 
How fond Felix was 
lovely, maid ; | 
With joy ſha!l I hear the knell, of poor Felix 
paſſing bell ; 


berray'd, by a dea 


Bear ine then quick along, love hear mj 


| dying ſong. | 
Chorus. Felix you have robb'd the mail, &c. 
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n. | 
SCENE I,-—lnfdeof Roſa's Cabin. 
Enter Rosa, 

"ATM. 


A Linnet purſu'd, to my window it flew, 

It ſlutter'd and trembVd, the Hawk was in view; 

So plaiwively tender, his note ſtil! J hear, 

Ah!] render indeed, 'twas the voice of my dear: 

No pity could move, | the trembler hetray, 

And thus the vile Hawk, tears my Linger away. 
Where now is my Þelix ? where fon ſhall he be?” 
And what muſt his thoughts be, if thinking of me? 
Enter HEL N. 

Helen, Ha! good morning o you my dear git; 
Roſa, | pretended to my father, that Pd take an ęaſy, 
quiet ſaumer over the hill; bur twas only to have a 
liitle more chat with you, do you know that I like 

Ou vaſtly ? 
Noa. Oh! ma'am, I cannot think that ſuch an 
ignorant girl as I, could fo oon obtain the favor of 
a lady. e 

Helen. Have you ever been in Dublin? no! then 
you have no idea of the elegant delights of plays, 
ridortos, public breakfaſts, caitle balls, circular road 
canters, ne garden concerts, and black rock caſſinas! 
Roſa, you ſhall be my confidante, ha, ha, ha, both 
papa and mama think me i, but, dear, | only coun- 
terlolted. deceiv'd even the doctors, ſe they fent me 
into the country. 85 

Roſa. Bir why mils, did you pretend ta be ill? 

Helen. Becauſe, mama, io grand! would have me 
marry a man, only on „count of liis having come 
to an immenſe eftate, by the death of an uncle, and 
this compulſion has given me a great averſion for 
him.— hav'n't yet feen him, but have ſet him down 
in my fancy, as a puppy, | a7 
1 5 Roſa. 
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Roſa. Aye, but ma'am, ſince thoſe delights af 
Dublin, are only to be enjoyed by rich gemry, a 
marriage with this gentleman, procures you pleaſure 
to your heart's content. | | 

Helen. True Roſa, but the content of my heart, is 
to chooſe for myſelf; I never yer was in love, and 


**risn't mama's experience can convince me 'tis ſe 


charming. 
ter. 
Virgin ſnows the landſcape ſpreading, 
Wide, one vacant blank diſplay, 
Hidden charms our ſteps o'er treading, 
E'er deſcends the ardent ray: 
Tender thoughts the maid deſpiſing. 
Cold to nature and her laws, 
: Love's pure genial flame ariſing, 
Forth each latent paſſion draus: 
Fly my boſom, fage reſiection, 
Fill the void, ſome kind affettion ; 
Friendthip ſmiling, 
Time begniling, 
voothing, cheering, 
Life endearing, 
Till the lover, 
J diſcover ; 
Who can make me yes repeat, 
And my heart, pit, pat, to beat, 
Such the ſpark of life to me, 
Or my heart be cold and tree. 


Ester BILL v, in Donnvbrook's. fr ff clothes, large Wig 
prevdered, Oc. with a flaggon | 

my father! Roſa, I muft be very ill (apart) oh! this 
laſſitude is intolerab'e ! heigho! | 
[pretends to faint, Roa ſupparts her, 

Roſa. (Not hoking at him) Oh, Sir! miſs is fo fa- 


tigu'd and ſo weak—won't your honor pleaſe to ſit 


down ? 


EY Bily. 
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Billy. Sir! honor! oh! now ſhe's talking to my 
garb, (afde) get out of that, you huſſey, how dare 
vou catch ladies in your arms, when I am by? 

Roja. Why gracious! mils, it's only Billy O'Rourke. 

Helen. (Starts up) What an impudent creature] to 

ut me to the trouble of fainting, for nothing, bur 
Ls came he in papa's clothes ? 
' Roja. Billy, isn't this Felix' ruflled ſhirt ? where 
did you get it? | | 

Billy. Alk no aueftions, you—miſs Pre been 
ſearching through every room in our houſe, and J 
didn't find you. | | | 
| [rakes a glaſs and irencher from his pocket, fills. 
Helen. You didn't find me—ſure! | 
Billy. So I thought I'd bring this fine glaſs of 
Goat's milk, (preſents) drink it miſs, for the recovery 
of yore conf:rmption. | | 

Helen, Here offers a little diverſion, (afde) wasn't 
it you that h:nded me out of the coach laſt night? 
I thoughe I remernber'd it vas juſt fuch a handſome 
young man. n 8 

Billy. Eh. hem! Roſa, ladies can find I'm a 
handſome young man — Roſa I know loves me — Ill 
vex her; miſs, you're a beautiful ſoul. ; 

Helen. So, I've made a conqueſt here, (apart) and 
pray, is it your way to ſqueeze ladies hands, when 

ou gallant them our of coaches ? , 

Billy. Did 1? I believe [ did, ] aſk pardon, miſs 
-—ecod I'll throw a theep's eye ar her. | 

| __  [nvinks and grimaces. 

Kufa. Dilly, you're very rude to ſtand and make 
faces at the yorng lady. | 

Billy. Ah! ſhe's jealous—go you, and make faces 
at your fine thief, Felix, through the ſpike holes of 


the chapel, Roſa queeps) may be now I'm making 
my fortune, and don't know it ſhe fainted ar fight 
of me L' court her, lers and awkwardly pats her 
6h his hut) he, he, he! Roſa is ready to die with 
2 C3 ſpite, 
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ſpite, - ſhe'll come and give her,a dig with her cif, 
ſars, by and bye. [afide. 
Helen. How ſhall I keep my countenance ? (ade. 
- Billy. It's well miſs hasn't got a cap on her head 
ma'am won't you ſwallow the milk? ſtop! Pl 
ſweeten it with a touch of my own cherry lips; 
(drinks it off) ecod it was ſo nice, it ſlip'd down, 
before I cou d [whiſtle after it. 
Helen. Well, this is the completeſt love ſcene I 
gver ſaw, heard, or read of, ha, ha, ha! Jade. 
Roſa. My poor, unhappy Felix ! miſs Helen might 
make intereſt with her father for him; (aſide) 
madam cou'd I ſpeak a word with you? 
Helen. With pleaſure, my dear,—adieu, farewell 
'—bye, bye—heigho ! [exeunt Helen and Roſa. 
Billy, Well, if this is not being in love with a 
body, I'm not Billy O'Rourke ; what a rare concep- 
tion ſor me to put on this appare!—-how good of her 
Papa to give me them! that zealous wretch to run away 
with her. This moment is the nick of my fortune, 
I wiſh I had ſome friend to conſult. [walks, 
Ae | Enter SulLiva x. | 
Full. This ſcoundrel Billy] I ſend him round to 
the young gentlemen's daddies and mammies, to 
tell them 1 could have no ſchool ro-day, becauſe of 
Felix being lock'd up in the chapel ; {ſees Billy, flares) 
arrah then—is it Billy O'Rourke ! what, put on the 
.*Squire's clothes! and my new caxen too and be 
damn'd to you; oh! I ſee it, you've put them on to 
come courting. 
. | Billy. You may ſay that. | 
Sull. Bur l' let Roſa know ſhe's not to take m 
.uſher's time, if ſhe was as pretty as a Yellow-ham- 
mer. Come you back home, Billy, and mind 20 
affairs. [ firetches out his hand. 
- Billy. (Shrinking away) Pho! let my ear alone now, 
1 beſeech you: maſſer, there's a great deal of good 
ſenſe, under your wig. | | 
51 / | 5 Full 
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all. Why, boy, I have ſenſe to be ſure; were 
you going to talk about that? 

Billy. MF. Sullivan, when a man's without a wiſe, 
whar is he to do? | | 

Full. Why, he's to do without a wife. 
Billy. Ves, Sir, but how is he to get one? 

Full. Court her to be ſure. 

Billy. No occaſion for that—ſhe I've choſen, loves 
me already. 

Full. Then are you ſo vain as to ſuppoſe Roſa 
likes you? 

Billy. Roſa ! (ſnaps his fingers) miſs Helen Donny- 
brook. [ftroudly, 

Syull, What! pho! you conceited fop, be eaſy— 
eh ! but what reaſon have you to think ſhe likes you; 


Billy, my boy ? , 
Billy. Can't tell my love ſecrets ; honor, honor, 
honor ! [ firikes his breaſt, 


Sull. True, nothing like honor, as | fay, when I 
catch you at my hen-rooft, thieving my new laid 
duck eggs. | 

Billy. Damn your ſimilies—miſs Helen Donny- 
brook. [walks about, 

Sull. Eh! the *Squire giving him his clothes is 
ſome ſign of favor. Now if merely to thwart his 

roud wife's ſcheme of marriage for his daughter, 
he ſhou'd give her to O'Rourke, and that the young 
lady herſelf ſhou'd rake a fancy to him —l've 3 
of grand ladies running away with drummers, and 
ſootmen, and councellors, and ſuch fort of jockies 
Billy, Ii gire— no I'l lend you my advice; if, 
when you've ſucceeded, you'll get my leaſe renew'd 
without a riſe on the farm! 

Billy. Well, Sir, I will. 
dull. Then my advice is—you'll make me a pre- 
ſent of a hamper of wine! 


Þilly. Ves, yes. 


Full 


44, 
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Sul!, Then Billy, liſten- you'll give me a ſhire 
. MY | | 

Billy. I will--I will—tell me? 

Full. Marry her, it you can. 

Billy. Lou may be fare ont, and if I ger her 
fortune, put me in mind of the bottle of wine an! 

e pound of Cheſhire cheeſe. 

$1. Pho! a hamper, and a hundred. 
Billy. Aye; Sir—'twill be a hamper in a hundred 

Full. Yonder is her ſather going to the chapel, 10 
examms Felix, run and propoſe for her, to him. 

Billy, What did ſhe ever do for me, that I thou'l 
do ſuch a fine thing for her? | | 
Sul. Pihal! go and aſk his conſent—fie ! with tha; 
little bit of a pot-lead on your head—here's my grand 
threy cock'd beaver, (puts it gn) there now, look 
ei 
Billy. She's in the next room, let me ſhew imyſell 
r 

Full. Talking to the girl before the daddy, is 
beginning the alphabet at the great A, inſtead of the 
aperceand. What ſtrange things happen ! "rwas buy 
laſt Sunday, Father Murphy faid ; © Mr. Sullivan,” 
aid he that Billy O'Rourke, your uſher, will cer- 
* taijniy far his wickedneſs, come to lome untimely 
end, and here you're going 0 be married, ha, 
. 
© Billy, Bo, ha, na! | 

Full. We ſhall ſplit our ſides with langhing, when 
Fou alk the jather to perform his function, ha, ha, 


a | 
* Billy. Ha, ha, ha! but here's the ſquire—muſt 
look grave — how is my face ? | 
Full. Very grave, how is mine? 5 45 
Billy. Quite grave, Til put on a bold look, will 
vat do? ET . 
© Jutl. Ay, ay; copper, copper. 


[pxeunt. 
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8 * N E II. Fields, with a view of is Chats! 


Enter Downvnn50k. 


Don. What do they mean by their mail robbing ! 


my letters have b&n deliver'd me. It's well ry w ite 
ers me know this Franklin has an eſtate here, a de- 


ieious ſpot for ſhooting,—a good match for Helen, 


{ivr2en thouſand a year, may have a ente my 
daughter a counte's, 


Enter SULLivan. 
Full. How do you do Sir? come Billy. 
nter BiLLY. 


Dan. Eh! who's this? 
Billy, I'm ſo baſhful, damn mv ſhame face. 

Full. Arragh 1 did you ſay damn? none of your 
deed and deeds before the gentleman. | 
Don. My clothes N 
Billy. Put in a good word, praiſe me.  [apar 

Sull. J will. Sir, this Billy has a fine * 
and he never ſwears. | 

Billy And Sir, I'm ſo handy. R 

Don, Handy indeed! do you think I'll ever wear 
thoſe clothes! again? 

Billy. There, —you ſee he gives them me entirely. 

©Equire, if I was even to ſpend all my wife's forrune, 
I cou'd maintain us both, without her wetting a 
finger. 

ul. Then Sir, he'd ſend his ten ſmall children to 
my ſchool. 

Don. And pray what's this to me ? 

dull. Oh! that's very good! the ſchooling of his 
eighteen ſmall children is nothing to their grand- 
father; pho! boy, aſk his conſent at once. 


B !ly. 1 will, hem an my bluſhing face, you 
alk him ? 


3 


Sull, 


®. tin. — —— 
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Sul). 1 will—aſk him you. * : ; 
Don. What are you about? 


Billy. Sir, Lm about nineteen, and I'm about ſix 45 
inches high, and five feet to the back of that, and I 7 
intend to be very fa: | f 

' Sw?l. You're 2 enough already, that my cupboard | 
can tell. 3 | O'l 

Billy. And l've three months wages due to me. 1 

Full. Oh! boy, you muſt never afk for that! 7 

Don. Theſe are ſurprizing things ! but what's the An 
jeſt ? come to the point. F 

Billy. Why, Sir, the caſe is,—as I don't think it * 
wou'd be fair for me to run away with your daughter, 7 
without | Clo 

Don. Run away with my daughter! eh! how! F; 


what's that ? [ fercety. ſo'1] 


$4ui!. Oh, ho! I ſee how the conſent goes—becauſe 


Sir, this vulgar, low bred ſconndrel, has had the - 
atfrrance to think you would give him miſs Helen K 
Donnybrook in marriage, and be damn'd to him. WE 
Don. Curſed ſcoundrel! hark ye, Mr. Sullivan! B 
1 8 (leit wit ſmothered rage. 
Full. Yon go home, and black my boots, and 
make them fhine like white marble! //ratches his V 
hat and wiy off Billy, puts them on himſelf.) {exit. P 
Billy, Em an impudem ſcoundre!! my twenty 
little babes ſhall never learn manners from you, old "a 


Sullivan. Here a young lady falls in love with a 
young fellow, merely for his prettyneſs, and I'm to * 
de badger'd by her codger of a ſather.— Ill be damu d 

{ I don't have her tho —this hand that has ſqueez'd 
2 lady's finger, bruſh coats I- no, no, Bob Sullivan, 
III dack no more to your monidy'cupboard, II run 
s vay with her, or Il be — ob! here's Redmond 
O Hanlon, though nov the conflable and the county 


bee per, yet he was a heart of ſleel, that I'm ſure of. 


Ente 


it's the 


tink it 


ghter, 


how ! 
fercely. 
ocaule 
id the 
Helen 


im. 
Hiran! 
d rage. 
3, and 
hes his 
ſexit. 
twenty 
bu, old 
with a 
I'm to 
damn'd 
queez'd 
nll yan, 
-FI ren 
cd mond 
county 
Ire of. 


Ente 


rux LAD or rue HILLS. 35 
Enter RepMonD, goes towards the Chapel. 
| Red. Vil have Felix out of this, then I'm paid for 
clap Ming him up again. 
Billy. Redmond, I've a deſperate — buſineſs, 
and | want you to help me, my good fellow. 
Red. 1 can't—I'm now going to put irons on Felix. 
Billy. Vöu're à bold and a big man, Redmond 
O'Hanlon, and a fine thief raker, becauſe you were 
a thief yourſelf ONCE. 
Red. Ves, I think I'm clever at arreſting a man, or 
doing him an execution of chattles. 
Billy Aye, but don't you go ſteal his ducks, that 
will be over doing it, quack! quack! 
Red. Yes, in Kmrima | was a heart of ſteel, in 
Clonmel I was a white boy. | 
Billy. And I'm a tight boy, 
fol I want to ſteal. 
Red. What, a fiſh? 
B.. Na, a lady I want to run away with. 
Red. Lady! I will—l moſt ſtep home for my 
hanger, this cuts out more work for me. 
Bill P [exit. 


AIR, Rrouonp. 
When young the. call'd me roaring boy, 
For blows [ took delight in, 
My drum I thong}: da darl: ling toy, 
Game chicks I ſer to fighting; 
My viay was luſty cudgel raps, 
When not my gig top laſhiag, 
The girls ſet to pulling caps, 
My work was Barley threſhing ; 
The goſſips ſay, ay, they'il be ſworn, 
A dreadful night, when Jas born, 
The moon in clouds, her face did muffle, 
The elements were all at ſeuffle; SE 
The brook into a torrent ſwelled, 
A rock was ſplit, an oak was felled ; 


now, there's a nice 


The 
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| The neighbours ſeream'd. © the houſes ſhake,” 
The Banthee moan'd, the earth did quake; Fe 


A Raven ſung a thunder peal ! Fe 
For then firſt throbb'd an heart of feel. betra 
At ſpeed 1 ride, it does me good, I nead 


It on a horſe that's vicious, 
From wrangling Bull, a flice my food, 
Such beei-{take how delicious! 
Of all my liquors punch I lore, Or ri 
Sweet contradiction jumble, 
With joy the craggy cls I rove, 
So winds and waters ramble, 


The goſſips ſay, ay, they'll be ſworn, &c. fer. ] And 
Enter Ros and Heut vx, follhwed &y FRANK LIV. 


- Helen. Come, Roſa, I will never reſt ti!l 1 have 
contrived force way to relieve your unhappy Felix Sit t 
([:hey go towaras the chapel. 
Frank, Generous girl! the concern ſhe takes for 
the unfortunate, charms me. But I'll ſee how far 
it will carry her. (@/ide) From the curioſity of my 
bay iſh rambhles, I believe I know more of the coun— 
try, than all 1:s preſent inhabitants. («fide) Roſa, child, As r 
you love Felix, know he's innocent, yet the ereilt 
of his trial is uncertain. I think he might eſcape. 
Helen. Innocent, I'll be ſworn he is, 
Roſa. How cou'd he efcape ? 
Frank. There is a way under ground from this 
very Chapel, to the ruins of the old abbey, abour a 
mile up among the mountains. I believe I remem- 
ber an old ballad about it {{ngs) under the font is 
a little trap.door,” &. | | 
Roſa. What, the old abbey yonder ; dear, I recol- And 
lect that cave perfecly. 


Inyc 


Helen. Then, Rofa, without telling a ſoul we'll gg 
by ourſelves, and if poſſible, free him. atari. 


Reſu. Thank you mils, we will, (apar! we rhank you 8 
pedlar, ani wlll not forget to reward you. ſexeunt. 
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SCENE III. Inſide of the Chapel. 
Felix, diſcover d fitting on a form peruſing a letter. 
Felix. This unfortunate letter! I muft either 
betray the man that took it for me, or ſuffer in his 
ſtead. | [ drops the letter. 
AIR, Fer. 
Life is ſure the ocean, 
Ser in wild commotion, 
Or rather ſay, a gallant ſhip, hard ſtruggling croſs 
the deep 3 
Now we're ſmoothly ſailing, 
Now rough blaſts prevailing, 
And now becalm'd in ſight of land, the winds are 
rock'd to ſleep. 
Whilft below fo jolly, 
Foes to melancholy, 
Sit the jovial laughing crew, around the ſocial bowl; 
From the top-maſt ſpying, 
Jack aloft fits crying, 
Inyonder flow'ry meadow roves the miſtreſsof my ſoul 
All warm his fond fancy, 
| Preſents his lov'd Nancy, 
As reading the letter, laſt ſent by her dear; 
Now does ſhe bleſs him, 
Cloſe wou'd careſs him, 
To her heart preſs him, 
Was the rover near. 
Hope does hnt cozen, 
„Hoy“ bawls the bo'ſen, 
From the land we fteer ; 
Now we're ſmoothly failing, 
Now rough blaſts prevailing, 
And now becalm'd the 1 are huſh'd, as rock d 
to peaceful ſleep. 
Life is ſure the ocean, 
Set in wild commotion, 
Or rather ſay, a gallant ſhip, hard ſtruggling croſs 
the deep. 
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Sull. (without) Felix, I command you to keep 
from the door, whilfi I open it, to fee whether you're 
there or no. | 

Enter SULLIVAN. 


Come in Billy, why do you hang behind ? 
Enter Bii.Ly in Ai own clothes, frightened. 


very odd, this wretch ſo below d. that all the country 
is in tears, and ſobs at his being lock d up. 
[locks the door. 

Pilly. Maſter, you needn't mind locking the door 
till we're out. 

Full. I muſt take care of the two offenders. 

Billy. Two! ſure there's only one. 

Sull. You know Felix, before you did this laſt 
damnable job of journey work, you loſt your charac- 
ter, by aſſiſting * poor people, and daſhing your 
money about. Some thought you had found a pot 
of gold, others ſaid you had ſold yourſelf to the 
devil; but all were of Tos mind, chat you went our 
robbing for it. 

Felix. In a very ſhort time I purpos'd making a 
full and open dilcovery ; but as it has now happen'd, 


find it out how you can. 


Sull. Then flay there and be hang'd, you ob- 
ſtinate, unmannerly blackguard, till a guard of 
ſoldiers come, with their muzzles ſcrew'd upon their 
bagnets, to take you to Wicklow jail—then you'll be 
arraign'd, then the judge will put on his little black 
cap, you'll be condem'd, the cord will be put round 
your neck, and off you go ſwinging, Billy O'Rourke. 

Billy. Why, the Lord have mercy upon me, you 
great big fool ! what do you talk to me at all? why 
don't you turn to Felix ? 

Sull. True; Felix, you'll be hang'd in chains, and 


as I write in my boys copy books, that will learn you- 


wiſdam in the days of your youth !—Eh! What's 
here? (picks up the letter) this is one of the letters 
8 Felix 
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Felix took from the bag, it may diſcover ſome— 
thing. A and going. 
Billy. Now I'll make off. [runs 19 the dow, 

Sull. Where are you going? 

Billy. I was not going—only for Mr. Donnybrook 
to examine Felix. 

Full. (takes the key from the dar) Oh! he has run 
to look for his daughter, {he and Roſa can neither be 
found ; Redmond O'Hanlon has told the *Squire, 
that ſome raſcal attempted to carry her off. 

Billy. Oh lord! ſafide. 

Su!l. Billy, twasn't you, ſure, was it? you deferv'd 
only a horſe whipping for your confounded impu- 
dence in aſking for her, but the youth that tried to 
fleal her away, will ſhuffle out of the world with 
Felix; but I'll go and read this letter in a corner. 

g levi“. 

Billy. (greatly terrifed) Ves, I ſhall ſwing; a 
young wan gets no good by following the girls, 
Plague choak em, choak! Oh! Felix, thould you 

e happy to ſhuffle out of the world in company ? 
dont mean my company—1 never did any thing 
to deſerve ſuch treatment, (turns) gone! why old 
Sullivan has lock'd me in too, what have I done? 1 
lidn't do any thing—1 never did nothing-—Felix, Id 
get you out if I cou'd—1I with I con'd get you our, 
ecauſe then I cou'd get myfſeif out—PFelix, you 
hou'd try to get out—it's a great ſin to die whilſt 
rere aliie. 

Fel:x. True; death conſtantly purſues and miſt 
vertake us, yet we ſhou'd keep our oaward way, 
nd not turn io meet him. This ſimpleton's bat 
ad comfort for the hour of ſorrow. goes in. 

Billy. Is this door — no, double lock'd. (4nocks ) 
eltx gone to fit in the veſtry, I won't ftay in this 
liſtnal place by myſelf. going. 

Helen. Felix! [/ngs. 

Billy. What's that? ä 
D 2 Helen. 


40 THE WICKLOW MOUNTAINS ; on, 


— oy — wa = 


, 


Helen. Felix! | 

Billy. This is ſurely old harry calling this wicked 
fellow to him. | | 

AIR, Heren. 
Where now thou art is the path to heaven, 
Yer ſinner, in the world if thou'dfſi longer ſtay, 
To thy own choice is the power given, 
l am the perſon that can point the way. 
Under the font is a tiny trap door, 
Opening to a paſſage under the floor, 
Darkly winding to the ragged pile. 
That crumbles down the mountain hence one 
mile. 

B. Hy. An under ground paſſage from this chapel 
do the moumains; what, that opens at the old 
abb2y ! huzza! huzzat? thank ye, ſweet little cricker, 
wiweyer you are. It's a fine lonely place, I can get 
off to Dublin without coming into Arklow again; 


(jerks and finds trap) ecod ! here it is—Felix! Felix! 


rod, if I take him with me, I ſhall be hang'd for 


his reſcue. No, no, to fave going up, Fll go down, 
Re-enter SULLIVAN, with letter. 
not gone ! [ Auts it haſtily 
Full. Whoever wroze this letter, didn't learn it 
my ſchool-hand, it's a crow's claw ; but I muſt reac 
it to prepare proofs before Mr. Donnybrook comes. 
Billy. Mr. Donnybrook coming ! then I'm gone 


for certain! & Tf 
Full. Billy, where's that pair of ſpectacles Feli 
bought for me? 


Billy. Yes Sir, I'll go home for them Sir, (joyfu 
open the door Sir. 

| Sullivan goes towards the doc 
This will be better than eſcaping under the ground 


I don't know where, 


Full. (putting the key up) No, Billy, ſtay here, w 
ſhall want you to write his confeſſion. 


Bill 


Bill 
(terrt} 


Sul 
for in 
ſhou's 
ſwalle 

Bil. 


it, an: 


Sul, 
Bil, 
Sul, 


now. 


Bil 


thing 


Sul 
be yo 
where 
fendir 

Bil 
have 

Sul 
venge 
electr 
faint, 
(exit. 


Re 0M 


Felix. 
Clharu 


ce one 


chapel 
he old 
cricket, 
can get 
again; 
Felix! 

'd for 
I 4 


t haſtily 
earn it 
uſt read 
Dimes. 
n gon 
iohtene 
es Felix 


(joyfu 
the do 


groum 


ere, W 


Bill 
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Billy. Ay, I ſhall be ſent to jail with Felix. 
(terrified) Hell! death! and fury! let me out. 
[very Hiolent. 
Full. Why Billy, what do you curſe and ſwear fo 
for in the chapel? you're grown ſuch a reprobate, I 
ſhou'dn't wonder if the ground was to open and 
ſwallow you up alive ! 
Billy. Oh, ho! (/gnifcantly) (goes to the trap, opens 
it, ani returns unperceived) Lord ! What's that? 
[looking at the trap, and pretending terror. 
Full. What's, what! | 
Billy. A great hole in rhe earth, bleſs me! 
Sull. (terrified) Ah! too late to bleſs yourſelf 
now. 
Billy. What's the matter with my feet ? ſome- 


thing pulling them, oh! kelp, help. [ groans. 


Sull. Be quiet — father Murphy told me this wou'd 
be your end; Billy have ſome regard tothe ſchool 
where you were uſher, go quietly, don't let them be 
ſending fire and brimſtone up here for you. 


Billy. Oh Sir! mafter! hold me! oh! they'll 


have me down—oh, help! help! C roans. 
Sull. I won't lay a finger upon you, the hotrid 
vengeance that awaits you, may communicate like 
electricity—l am fo frigh:en'd, III fir down, I ſhall 
faint, oh for a pitcher of water to throw er me! 
(exit. ) [noiſe without, 
Enter Felix. 
Reomonnd and Country People, break ofen the door. 
Cnonvs. 
At the hazard'ot our lives, 
Cattle, cabins, babes and wives, 
Generous Felix blythe and free, 
Again ſhall rove the hills and merrily. 
Felix. No more I'll violate my country's laws. 
Cliarys Shame and death to choote, how vain, 
And blot thy liſe with ſuch a ſtain. 
At the hazard of, &c. ſexeunt. 
D 3 SCENE 
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"Enter SULLIVAN, with ſpeacles on, a letter in his han 


1 forgorall concerns lor this other rogue. I thought 


SCENE IV.— 4 Road. 


Sull. Billy's untimely fate has ſo ſtupified me, that 
that by the hurly burly at the chapel door, Luciſe 


was come for him too—now this letter—why it'sfron 
his old nurſe, (reads) “ your loving nurſe, Margare 
* Fagan.” What, tis all about his worſted ſtock 


inge? hauts and clamours without. 


Enter RepMonD, haſtily. 
Red. Sir, here's Mr. Franklin, the lord of the 


manor, ju arrived, and has had Felix put in irons; 
but he, out of thanks to the people for reſcuing him, 
has told them of his inding a Gold Mine in Croghan 
Monntain, ſo all is now out, how he came by the 


caſh. | [ ſhouts. 


Enter Men, Women and Children, with ſpades, Models, 


and divers implements, very noiſy, 


Sull. Hey]! hey! now where are you all running? 

iſt. Man. Sure we're going to the Gold Mine. 

Sull. The ſurprize has taken away my breath. — 
Felix found a Gold Mine! oh! the moſt damnable 
villain, to keep fuch a ſecret to himſelf, juſt as a 
bear wou'd a bee's neſt ; I with I found it, I wou'dn't 
have let a foul know, but now I'll find it, and refine 
it, and double refine it, and ſuper-refine it. 

2d. Min. Come neighbours. 

Sull. Hold! a'n't la learned man, hav'n't I read 
big books of chymiſtry, all about tranſmutation, 
diftillation, ſublimation, calcination, evaporation, 


volatilization, exhalation, dephlequation, concen- 


tration, 


r W 
— — — ai 


tration 
precip 
t. 
over t 
Full 
me, f. 
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And 
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tration, rectification, ſaruration, chryſtalization, 
recipiration, conflagration and botheration. 
| ft. Boy. Is this Gold Mine under the ground, or 


over the ground? 


dull Very probably. Now fland on this ſide of 
me, for lam deaf in this ear, and you can't under- 
ftand what. I ſay to you—now one word Te to fay 
to you all, liſten to me, ſtart fair. 


Air, SULLIVAN. 


About this ſame Gold Mine, I've one word to ſay, 


The cafe I'll explain, by ſcience moſt clear, 


Bad luck to you all, one moment here ſtay, 


And if you would hear, 
Your mouths open wide, 
Stand on my right fide, | 
Becauſe I'm quite bother'd fo, in this left ear. 
In troth Mr. Ryan, 
I wiſh you'd ſtand back, 
And Mrs. O'Brien, 
Have done with your clack, 


And Jemmy O'Rooney, Sir, pray lend me your ſack. 
To be ſpoken —Whilſt I explain—tranſmuration, 
diſtillation, ſublimation, calcination, evaporation, 
volatilization, exhalation, dephlequation, concen- 
tration, rectification, ſaturation, chryſtalization, 
precipitation, conflagration, and botheration. 
Ah! now arragh ! | 

Don't touch that wheel barrow ; 

And neighbours I begs, 

You'll keep quiet your legs. 


One word I'll ſing, ſo now take care, 
And that ſweet word is, all ſtart fair. 


[exit, with the wheel-barrow, 


SCENE 
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SO E N E tie laſt. | Fra 

Croghan Mountains, ruins of an Abbey. * 

a {= | Conve 
Enter Dox x vRROOK, and Ros crying, he with @ you're 
fow!:ng-piece. enc'd ; 

g - : a perl 

Don. Vil not part with you huſſey, till you tell come 
me where's my daughter; Helen was ſeen with you. your 
Roſa. Nay Sir, don't be angry—mils—is—is— Do 
Enter HELEN at an aperture, cover'd with flones and Fre 
brambles. 1 

eo 

Helen. (ſpeaks at ile entrance) Come out my fine a Fe, 
littie boy. the c 
Don. My daughter in a hole with a fine little boy! Bj 
Helen. iy father! (aſide) now Sir, don't give the Re 
poor fellow up again. oa) 
Roja. Oh! Sir, fave my Felix! [ neels, b 8. 
Enter B1:.1.v, from the opening. a miſs 

Filly. Here I am my ſweet little cricket, oh! pom! 
lord ! [ /ceing Donnybrook. K. 
Helen. What, is it vou, you wretch ? H 
Don. Come again from old nick; but Til fend you x1 


back to him, you dam'd, 
[preſents at Billy, who falls on his inees. A f. 


Billy. Oh! mercy ! | C 
5 Oh 
Enter FRANKLIN, haflily, in Ius fun clothes, 

Frank. Hold, Sir—don't let's have murder too. Th: 
Don. He has ftole my game, my coat and my girl! har 
(ts Helen) quit your mother's choice, (the pins of To 
fine gentlemen,) for this dam'd lump of a munſter vue 
tatoe. ; Du 
Billy. Im neither a potatoe nor a turnip, old cab- n 
bage head. | pre 


Frank 


with a 


du tell 
3 

h you. 
— 


es and 
y fine 


boy! 
ve the 


Luc els. 


oh! 


rook. 
you 


Nees. 
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Frank. (ſpeaking off) Bring the culprit this way. 


Enter FrLIx, iron d, ReDMonD and Peopre. 


Convey him immediately ro Wicklow ; but my lad, 
you're very young, you muſt have had ſome experi- 
enc'd accomplice ; (turns to Redmond) you mentioned 
a perſon, a kind of pedlar, that was ſeen lottering, 
come conſeſs, {to Felix) was not that beggerman 
your confederate ? 

Don. Yes, thar raſcally old thief did it all. 

Frank. Give tim up, and by my honor I not only 
promiſe you a pardon, but a high reward for your 
diſcovery of a Gold Mine on my eſtate. 

Felix. Sir, if 1 die for it, my word to the laſt: 
the crime was all my own. 

Billy, His laſt ſpeech and true dying words. 

Red. I ſay all rhe miſchief was done by that 
curs'd rogue, the pedlar, 

Billy. Ay Squire, 'twas he that fet me on to affront 
miſs Helen, he told me himſelf that he flole two 
ponies, four cows, a lamb and a finger poſt. 

Roſa. He's a very good creature. 

Helen. A brave old feilow. 

iſt. Man. I wiſh we could catch the dam'd 
rogue. | 

Frank, Silence [ /irgs. 


A farden! a farden! my fortune much decay'd is, 


Of all the hands ourfirerch'd to me, 
Oh! bleſſings on the ladies. 


[Addreſſing all around, they affet extreme ſurprize. 


Then Felix, you poſſitively will not hang me? your 
hand—do you forget your old companion, maſter 
Tom Franklin, who was nurs'd with vou in yon 
very cabin. I myſelf brought you that letter from 
Dublin, and made the boy tell the ſham ſtory of the 
mail robbervy—my diſguiſe and ftratagem have 
prov'd, that your generoſity and gratitude, are ſupe- 

rior 


- 
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rior to, even the cowern for your life; and madam, 
(to Helen) your humane efforts to ſave a life ſo 
valuable, have ated more powerfully on my heart, 
than all I had before felt from the force of yout Frank. | 
charms. | 

Don. Ha, ha, ha! Helen, this is Mr. Franklin, þ 
your mother's choice. We) 

Helen. Indeed! then Sir, your protection was but 
ſelfiſn—if I'm worth having 

Felix. I recollect you Sir, you are indeed the 
good natur'd young gemteman that, when we were 


children, honor'd me with his friendſhip. * MWrlix. 1 
Roſa. My dear Felix. can you forgive me. 
Felix. My innocent Roſa, had I been the villain 


you ſrppos'd me, your conduct difplay'd but the 
purity of your heart. 


Helen a1 
Enter SULLIVAN with @ ſack, followed by country 


. prople. 
$2]. Stay away all of you with your pans and Willy. 1 
paits, until your betters are ſervd. Billy! oh, then, 
king Plutus has {ent you up with this cargo of 
golden curſes; not a thumb upon the Gold, until 
I have £I'd my barley ſacks. f | 
Ferant. Hold, Sir, as lord of the manor, I ſhall al. 
preſume to lay a finger upon it; by, my lovely 
Helen, is the angel of the Mine, and it's all at her 
diſpoſal; Felix has given the example, who net 
only diſcover'd the Gold Mine, but the far more 
valuable ſecret of putting Gold to its nobleſt uſe, 
deeds of benevolence. 
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heart, 


F yout Nan. Hence care and ſtriſe! nor damp our joy, 
| Come friendſhip, mirth and love, | 


nklin, And every ſordid, baſe alloy, ö 

| Ler's from our bolom move ; 
as but For was our gold, but Iriſh braſs, | 

Good humour's flamp can make it pals ; 
d the With a fa, la, la, &c. 
were | 
lx. To London town our Iriſh wags, 

5 A ſortune hunting run, | b 
illaio And then with heaps of ſhining bags, 


t the 


Their paltry ſouls are won. 


Helen and Roſa. If love cou'd eber unite with gain, 
Here, lads, come find our golden vein. 


With a ſa, la, la, &c. ' 


Wuntry 


and Willy. I've learnt the letters in my book, 
then, By poſt youve letters ſent, ) 
70 of But till bf late, you're ſuch a rook, 
until You knew not what they meant. 
ſhall Hau. All letters nonſenſe are to me, 
wely But letters call'd G, O, L, D. 
t her With a fa, la, la, &c. 
not 
nore | Chorus, Hence, care and ſtrife! &c, 
uſe, 
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